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;by 


M VAUGHAN. 


MADAM, 
[| Always wiſhed to preſent this little 
Literary Offering to the fair hands 
of Truth, Good- nature, and Good 
Senſe: and, though Fiction is the 
eſſential ſoul of Poeſy, yet at this 
moment it has loſt its uſe and power; 
for flattering Panegyric would ill 
become me to beſtow, and your 
ſuperior Virtue to receive. When 


I looked around for one poſſeſſed 


of every elegant and domeſtic qua- 


| lity, I was not a moment in doubt 


where I ſhould determine : the Muſes 


pointed 


DEDICATION. 


| pointed to Mrs. VàuGHAN, and 


the Graces confirmed the choice. 


Do me, therefore, the favour to ac- 


cept this proof of the very great re- 


gard and eſteem, with which I am, 
Mapau, 

Your obliged, 

: Devoted, and obedient 


Humble Servant, 


Ss debate" . THOMPSON... 
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PREFACE. 


HEN I engaged in this taſk, I was 

ſenſible of the difficulty of the per- 
formance. I did not feel it preſumption ; nor 
did I mean to rival the ſmalleſt of Apollo's 
Sons, much leſs the fame of our greateſt Ma- 
ſters : and yet the Critics have ungenerouſly 
brought this accuſation (printed) againſt me. 
Some have ſaid, Virgil, Milton, and Johnſon, 
are the only men who have dared to take ſuch 
a flight. It was not. daring in them; the 
flight was within the eaſy compaſs of their 
wings: it was a branch of the Laurel of Pin- 
dus they were uſed to ſoar to; and they perched 
| thereon with caſe and dignity. Had I preſumed 
to ſet my weary and uncertain foot on ſuch 
a bough, I had merited an Icarian fall, 
l boaſt not of Claſſic Lore; nor am I vain 
of a ſpark of Genius lit at the fire of ſome 
greater Bard: but ſurely I have a title to can- 
„ | dour ; 
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r n E N A K E. 


dour; a right to ſome indulgence, as having 
ſtudied at Sea, and taken my degrees at the 
Admiralty, and not at the College of the Mu- 


| ſes.—Tt did not become the Giant Wits of 
this refined period to attack a Nautic Bard, 


whoſe dank Sea-weed could not abate the 


luſtre of their claſſic and more verdant Bays.— 


The ſubject was old, it was marine, and of 
ſuch a nature as could alone admit of a ſet of 
Sea Characters; which, if every other merit 


be wanting, will yet be allowed to be original. 


Some Critics may with propriety cenſure 


this Piece for the want of Dramatic Unity; 
pet, if they allow me thoſe liberties which 
other Authors have taken, I ſhall not appear 


quite ſo culpable in their peering and diſcerning 


eyes; eſpecially, when Johnſon, in his copious | 


and explanatory Dictionary, gives us this 


definition of a maſque. © Maſe, a dramatic 
performance, written in a Tragic ſtyle, 


« without attention to rules, or probability.“ 


It is difficult for the Public to judge of the 
merits or demerits of the SYRENs by the va- 


rious critical opinions given in its favour and 


diſpraiſe: I thefore beg leave to refer them 


from theſe vague criter- , to the Repreſentation 


of 


9 9 


FAM FF A- CE 
of the Piece itſeif, where their on unbiaſſed 
judgment, their own honeſt feelings, will 
enable them more infallibly to decide. 


I am under many obligations to Mr. Harris 


for his attention to this little Piece, as well as 


to the Ladies and Gentlemen of the Theatre, 


' whoſe great abilities have ſo much conduced 


to eſtabliſh its ſucceſs : and ſince its Voyage is 
begun, the Dramatic Cock-boat muſt take its 
chance on the Critic Sea 


Va, mon Batteau, prend ta Fortune ! 


M E N. 


GRENADE, a Captain of the Navy, 
PHIL PENDANT, his Lieutenant, 


Carlos, a Marine Officer, 
GEORGE GALE, 

Tom TRAVERSE, 

FRANK FORECASTLE,{ 


SAM SNIVEL, 


ZEPaYR, © 
Lins, 


BokEaAs, 


SPIRIT of a Ruin, 


W O M E N. 


PARTHENOPE, an Enchantreſs, 
Corntiia, Wife to Grenade, 
DoRls, a wanton Nymph, 
MARGERY, Servant to Cornelia, 
Fros, a Fairy, 

T ADPOLE, a Witch, 


Sailors, 


Mr. Mattacks. 
Ar. Lee Lewes, 
Mr. Du Bellamy, 
Ar. Quicł. 

Ar. Mahon. 


Mr. Willſon, 
Ar. Merviter. 
Ar. Harriſon. 
Mr. Batter. 


Ar. Reinhold. 
Mr. L'Eſtrange. 


Mrs. Hattocks, 
Ars. Dayes. 
Miſs Barſanii, 


Ars. Pitt. 


Miſs Francis. 
Mr. Baker, 


SCENE on the Syren Tine, by the Promontory Pe- 


Jories of Sicily. 


N. B. 77% lines, d Hinguiſbed Ey inverted commas (”), are en. 
ted in the repreſentotions | | 
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I. 
SCENE, a Grove, 
PARTHENO@PE ſeated under a Tree, with attendant Nymphs, 


- Crnorus or NyMPHs. 
EPHYR, Zephyr, hither bring, 
. On thy gay, fantaſtic wing, \ 
All the gariſh bloom of ſpring. 
« Breathe thy ſweets throughout this clime, 
„ Hreatbe the brow of wrinkled Time; 
& Deck the Graces, deck the Hours, 
e Mith thy ſweeteſt, faireſt flow'rs,” 
Zephyr, Zephyr, hither bring | 
Al the gariſh bloom of ſpring. 


B Welcome, 


ms THE SYRENS; 


Enter ZE PHY Rs. 
PAR THENO PE. 


Welcome, feet Youth ! whoſe ready offices 
The Syren Siſters of theſe flow'ry ſhores 

Have ever prov'd, when e'er our voices fail'd. 
Know, from the ſea-girt iſle of England's Prince, 
J have ſuch tidings apt, minute, receiv'd 

Of a fair veſſel, freighted to theſe feas; 

The gaudieſt of the iſle ; with tackle trim, 


And enſigns of ſuch gay and filken ſort, 
That all the Breezes of the preſſing air 


Contend to court, and wave her ſtreamers wide, 


Within this bark a Youth of noble kind, 


Gallant, and gay, of gentle.nature too, 
Tends on the fmilas of a moſt beauteous Dame, 
At whoſe angelic birth the Graces ſtrove 

To blend the lily with the bluſhing roſe ; - 
And did endow with qualities fo rare, 


That Nature bleſs'd her for her favorite child. 
This peerleſs Pair now voyage to our ſhore, 
Whom 1 would willingly with us detain; 


And ſhou'd our voices but allure their cars, 
Wilt thou, kind Zephyr, fan them to this ſtrand, 


That dulcet melod y may not be vain? 


ZEPHYR, 


Sweet, gentle, favorite, ſait Parthenope, 
Thy cver ready, faithful ſervant, I. 


A MAS Qu k. 


AIR. Zeruvn. 


Airs moſt ſiweet, which rob the grove, 
To compoſe your balmy ſpoils ; 
And with breaths as ſoft as love, 
Whiſper all your fylvan toils. 
Feſſamine and roſes ſweet, 
All their ſenſes gayly greet. 
Gentle Breezes, fan the ſails, 
With each ſilken, ſcented wing, 
That the Tars may praiſe the gales, 
Which ſuch fragrant odours bring. 
Mimonet, and vi let blue, 
| Chear the ſenſes of the crew. 


PARTHENOPE, 


| Now to your ſtation in the airy void, 
And let your ready actions prove your zeal, 
| | | [Exit Zephyr. 


PARTHENOPE. 


Their fate is ſeal'd; nor the dank Cod of ſea 
Shall ſave their fall, with all his boaſted powers. 
But for ſuch gueſts, tis meet we ſhould prepars 
Retreat, refreſhment, and each ſylvan food : 
Flora's white fingers ſhall entwine their bower, 
And choiceſt garlands weave to preſs their brows. 


| Enter ZEPHYRUS. 

The ſhip, Parthenope, is now in view, 
And proudly ſkims adown the glaſſy tide : 
Her gallant rigging courts the panting gale, 

W hich often fails her bleached, flapping fails ; 
| Her 


. —— upon this 7 ſhore— 
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Her colours careleſs hang upon their ſtaff, 
And twiſt and curl, as amorous of their ſtate: 2 


The tawny ſailors Ioll upon the yards, 


e And eat with greedy eyes the pendent fruits 
That tempting hang, fair tempters of their touch.“ 


Hence, now upon the promontory's brink, 

From whoſe ſtupendous, beetling, dizzy top, 

In ſweeteſt melody to human ear, 

Warble your faſcinating tunes ſo ſtrong, 

That ſphere-form'd Spirits from their ſailing clouds 


May ſtoop—and _ the harmony divine. 


PARTHE NOPE, 
Light * move upon thy gauzy wings, 
Nor fineſt butterflies more trim and gay; 
And to the jaſper rock I'll bend my ſteps, 
And tune my dulcet ditty to thy gale. [Exit Zephyr. 


AIR. PARTHENOPE. 


Fair-fa aſhion'd Flora, Nature's damaſt d queen, 
Gay guardian of the pied, ſmooth-daiſied green, 
Thy choicgſt, gayeſt, bow'r prepare; 
O let the Hours trip round on lighteſt fect, 
Strew the flat earth with flow'rets freſh and ſweet, 
Ina bonour of ſo pure a pair. 
[Exit Parthenope, 


8 CE NE, a Plain with one 8 
Enter the Spirit of a Druid—mantled in the Habit. 


_ Qloſe to the borders of the milky way 


My cryſtal temple's rais'd ; whence I eſpied, 
At very diſtant ken, 4 ſtately ſhip, | 


Bug 


A Q. E. 
But I, the watchful friend of England's weal, 
(Whilom a Druid of the Britiſh race) 
Tend on the heroes of that glorious iſle, 
But when Miſchance, with ſubtle, kood-wink'd art, 
O'ertakes the ſteps of Innocence and Love, 
Swift as the meteors of the vaulted ſky 
I dart, and gleam from Heav'n to be their guide. 
But, hark ! I hear the daſhing of the ſurge 
Upon the ſtony beach portending ſtorm, [a noiſe of the ſo 
Prepar'd by this fell Sorcereſs for their fall. 
Now, liſt ! the Syrens tune their fatal concert! 


[ Sound of the Organ at a diſtance, with this Chorus.] 


Stay, gentle Voyagers, where ever bound, 
Or to the heathen, or the holy ground 


I : Druid. 
Hark to the ſilver tongue of Chantreſs ſweet, 
If in one ear all Nature's ſenſe compris'd, 
Such melody would ſpeak her full attention ! 
J muſt be here unſeen—for knowp—a gueſt unwelcome. 
a [Exit. 
SCENE diſcovers a Promontory hanging over a Flood; 
a Ship gently ſailing near the Land. The three Sirens —one 
with a Lyre, the ather witha Flute, accompanying PARTHE= 1 
NoPE—T he Veſſel approaching as ſhe ſings. | 8 
AIR. PArTHENopE. | 
Stay, gentle Voyagers, where ever bound, [ 
Or to the heathen, or the holy ground | I 
Here let Pleaſure's voice prevail, X 1 
Slack awhile the anxious ſail; 1 


Toys and raptures the moſt pure, 
Fill the eircle of each hour; 


THE SYREENS, 
| FE Incantation's magic wand, | 


' | Mreaibes in ſmiles the Aero ry land. | 


W- | Cunonxvs, joined by many Female Voices—as ſurrounding 
We | the Shores, 

l | | Wamen, Muſic, Wit, and Wi ne, 

Wee ye to their #e ive ſhrine ! 


The Syrens advance with the Gods of the Winds, 


1. PaRTHENOPE. 

What is this virtue, that I plead in vain? 

But ſych contempt ſhall meet with bitter meed. 
Now, bluſtering Gods, untie the Libyan winds, 
And ſcatter havock on the flinty ſhore; | 

Spare not a plank of the proud, freighted bark, 
Nor hurt one hair of her fair Paſſengers. 
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AIR. Bong As. 
Ariſe, ye flormy guſis, and ſqualls omen, 


0 Neu pater rain, and patter hail, 
i Mate ſpired fleaples Yotter, tear up trees, 
| | And curl the billows of the briny ſeas. | 
i | Ye forked, pointed lightnings, dart and flaſh; "Eo 
1 Te ſpitting Waves, the welkrn waſh ; | 
7 
i | ; | 
ö *The Critics have been very witty upon the pattering of this 
"= | ſtorm- tune. THowmPsoN fays in his Seaſons, 
| | | The ſtealing ſhower is ſcarce to patter heard 
fl * Þy ſuch as wander through the foreſt walks. 
oF 0 | SHENSTONE ſays, Virgil's line of—Tztyre tu Patulæ always re- 
1 minds bim of the pattering of a ſhower. 


Dru adds, 


*« Fatt'r:ing hajl comes pouring on the main, 
% V ven Jupiter gefeerrds in harden'd rain.” 


A Wo 7 
Ye mutt' ring hollow thunders, burſt and growl 3 
Te ſweeping tempeſts, big with thunder, hotol; 6 
Ariſe, ariſe, nor ought your force controul. 


CHORUS. 5 
Pak rAHENO E, ZEPHYR, Liss and BoREAsS. 


Billows with contorted heads, | 
| Leave your murkey ſalt ſea beds: 
Daſh along the recky ſhore, [ Thunder, lightning, 
Thunders, mutter —ſurges, rear. and rain] 
[ Exeunt. 


8 CEN E, a Shipwreck after a Storm. 


Enter Tom TRAVERSE, Grokck Gare, Frank Fox E- 
CASTLE, and ether Mariners, whimſically habited in ſome 
„ the Officers Clothes. 3 


Tom. 1 ſay, Shipmates, this has been but a very ſcurvy 
touch of ours: the gale was up before we could belay a rope; 
and the maſts were by the board before we could cry 
peccavi, | > 

Seo. Since I could crack a biſcuit, the wind never 
piped ſuch a reel to my underſtanding. | 

Frank. It is ſhaking a leg to a rum tune. There ſhe 
is, ſmack-ſmooth; and the good folks of this ſhore—who 
J ſuppoſe are all Smugglers—may pick her up in hand- baſ- 
kets. I wonder what I put on the Captain's apparel for. 

Tom. To get reſpect, to be ſure and to be the firſt 
taken up; for the people on ſhore ſtrive hard to ſave a Gold 
Coat hen a poor Blue Jacket may ſink and be loſt. 

Geo. Right, boy Tom; by that ſtroke I was taken up 
when the Prince George was burnt: — for when the Admiral 
threw off his wardrobe, I put on his rigging—and the fins 

| golden 
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1 THE SYRENS, 


golden figure I made in the water, ſtruck their eyes—and- 
they whip'd me into the boat before I could ſay Jack Ro- 


binſon. Dam'me—they will fave an Admiral, and let a 


whole ſhip's crew duck for it—Sailors and common Jacks 
are but Men—but your Admirals are a ſort of ſtuff quite 
out of the way—ay, boy, rigging is a fine thing—what, 
have no more hands paddled to ſhore but us? 

Frank, No—many a fine fellow took in a full allow- 
ance of ſalt water. If crying became my eye ſcuppers, I 
ſhould be apt to ſhed two tears for the loſs of our noble 
Commander, but tis a womaniſh action ſo I'll ſwab it up. 

Geo. Aye, Boys there was a Man of Men—he was the 
poor Sailor's friend: —he chear'd the brave and ſick, and 


laid the Cat on the right back. 


Tom. I ſaw him fink, ſtruggling to ſave his pretty, — 


Wife: — ſhe was the daintieſt thing that ever eat white biſcuit : 


—her miſeries might have charm'd a ſhark to have given 


her a tow to ſhore ; but drowning, boys, is common to all. 


If there is no help for ſuch heavenly workmanſhip- what 
chance hath poor merry fat Meg, my Lady's flipper—and 
yet, methinks, Meg would tilt light as an empty gin-cagg. 

Geo. No, no, ſhe would leak fore and aft: Meg was 


| ſcuttled, and not made for deep water ; 5 ſhe will make a line 
_ diſh for a Dolphin. 


Tom. Special water ſouchie for a . well, make 
her merry; ſighing is but windy diet, and we have lately 


had enough of that, 
| Frank. Shipmates, I am all check abou this ſame land 


that we are caſt on- Had I not ſeen Gib and Apes Hill,“ 
I had ſworn by the ſhakiag of the Country, that we had 


fetch'd the old Romanados at Liſbon. 
Tom. Frank, boy, prove thy words for a little vino 


the 


1 Cibraltar, BY 2 mountain on the Barbary coaſt. 
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the hatchway of my ſtomach. By my troth, I believe we 


are in for Silly and Ribdy: ſome knave of a Roman ſaint 


owed little England a grudge—and therefore moor'd us in 

misfortune for ever, 
Frank, Had I this laced Jacket at * I would 

diſſolve it all into gin and bitters. 

- Geo. Zounds ! who wants Bitters? we | have had a full 
allowance of them : the Sweets of the Voyage are in my 
cheſt—a roll of tobacco, and two filver watches of Levi the 
red Jew. This fea hath a * ſtomach, it gives nothing 
back. 

| Frank. Nothing! do you call this nothing, when Mrs. 
Megg hath no farther occaſion for fins? Here ſhe comes, 
dripping like a Mermaid, 5 


Enter MaRGERY. 


Megg. O that I had never ſeen the day when my ſweet 
young miſtreſs ventur'd on this voy'ge !—What do] ſee ? 
Sailors of our ſhip? Is it a dream, or do I rave? Tom, 
George, Fcank—O, what a change !—where are we? what 
outlandiſh people have we got _ ? for I am puzzled 


to tell whether they are fiſh or fleſh : they have faces like 


Women, and tails like Whales. My Lord Botany, with 
whom I lived a year, had not ſuch a creature in his whole 
collection. 


Geo. She has not yet got rid of the ſalt water ſhe Qipp'd: 


poor lady, ſhe raves—ſhe wants the Society to recover her by 
gentle rubbings. Mellifluous Margery, thou art as ſtark 


mad, as a loveſick lady in Bedlam, Women with fiſhes tails ! 


—ha, ha, ha [ laughs. ] 


MMegg. O Frank, if I could once more hook my racks 
in the range of a good Gentleman's kitchen, you ſhould never 


more make me, like roaſt meat, the turn- about ſport of the 
| | Ul 


C Jack 
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Jack Fortune, Othe luxury of an Engliſh kitchen ! Servants 

don't know the bleſſings of a plentiful Houſe ; if they did, 
they would never riſk the variety of a good larder, for the 
empty chance of ſeeing foreign parts—Ah, my poor Mi- 


| Kreſs ! ſhe was fair as the breaſt of a chicken; and my 
Miaſter, the Captain, was as gentle as a Turkey-pout. 


Frank, Yes, and I ſuppoſe the Canibals of this Coun- 
try have picked their bones. 

Megg. The good Gods forbid ! | 

Geo, But ſee=a ghoſt—a ghoſt—a ghoſt-—here! is Snivels 
the Jack of the bread-room—who uſed to act as clerk, and 
ſave it through his noſe to the congregation. His prayers 
have ſav'd him to be hang'd. | 


Enter Sam SvivEr- 


Tom. Snivel, my walking Pſalm-book I am not forry 
to ſhake thee by the daddle—but could we have had the 
contents of the Steward room, we would have diſpens'd 
with thy drowning : a hard biſcuit, and two ounces of 
Cheſhire checle—h.d b been a better thing than a 3 
hymn. 

Snivel, O ye mig bibbers ! will ye never mink of 5 
ſaving your poor ſouls? | 

Geo. Ay, Boy—but our bodies firſt. I am in no hurry 
for the long voyage—it is going beyond Cape Hope—and 
T and Margery mean to double Cape Horn firſt, 

Snivel. What is the body, but traſh ? 
Tom. Traſh ! I think it is a pretty piece of ſummer 


| fruit fit to divert the bright black eye of a fair merry 


maiden—Snive, how did'ſt thou fave thy ſelf, Boy? 
Snivel. By good works, 


Geo, But ſaweſt thou this collection of rarities—that 
this Lady dreams about? 


Fu vel. 


| EE MM AS Q UE, 
Snivel. Yea and „ ereatures - made up of 
filh and man. 

Geo. Why, Boys, we have made a fine voyage of this at 
laſt—this country beats all the round- about trips to Outa- 
hitee. This iſland will make our fortunes—we ſhall bring 
home monſters enough to puzzle all the Butterfly Gentle- 

en of the kingdom. 

Tom. This is a fine time of ent failed to the 
north pole—and ſaw the ſun figure away all night—with- 
out putting on his cap—but it was a cold voyage. 

Frank, And you writ as cold an account of it, T om, 
when you came home. 

Tom. But our journal ſhall by kept by Snivel—and he 
will lard it with good doctrines and leave out your tawdry 
tales which have made all the grey-beards of the town— 
plan expeditions to the Indian Areoy, 

Snivel, Purity is my path, and a ready pen is my pride. 

Frank. Let him be our ſecretary, and mark our log. 
Geo. I ami much out in my reckoning, if he will not 
be a log of a ſecretary. 

Tom, That is mutiny againſt the einm 
and Frank Forecaſtle our Captain. | 

Frank. I command peace, diſtinction, and reſpe& ; and 
now I declare myfelf lord and captain of this monſtrous 
iſland : and ſince Meg is the only thing of her ſex, III 
take her as my miſtreſs: for all great men keep miſtreſſes 
Margery. Why, Gentlemen, this is an abſolute force 

upon Virtue and Conſcience—and againſt all Engliſh law 
No, no, Margery Mayflower will never ſubmit to be a 
proftitute—though you would make her an Empreſs :—no, 
I'll be won fairly and honourably—or not at all, 
Sni vel. Pious creature—virtuous diſtreſs ! 
Frank, Then, let this be a further conſideration : ſo, my 
| Queen, my Oberea, that is to be—let us hence in ſearch of 
| | C-2 adyen=- 


11 
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adventures, and pick up monſters, leaves, ſhells, and feathers 
to plume all the Ladies, and wing all the fine Gentlemen. 
AIR. ForxzcastiE, 
Though ſhipwwreck'd on a coaſt unknown, 
From Sweet-heart far, and Wife; 
1s there a Sailor that will own 
He cares a fig for life ? 
For let the world wag as it will, 
Our courage never fails us till. | 
bg. 1 | Fal, la, Is, la. 
| TRAVERSE. 
Let plodding Landmen now repine, 
And brood over illagot wealth ; 
Me chearful croſs each diſtant line, 

Nor value ought but health + 
Riches we never keep in view, 
Our purſe i. India and Perm. 

ZE Fal, la, &c. 
Gn : 
Let Lubbers ſaivel, grieve and pine, 
No cares belong the Tar; 
His fortune never can decline, 
I pile there's or trade, or war; 
Ile ſhakes his Trowſers in the wind; 
Ile tacks, and leaves his cares behind. 8 
| | 3 Ful, la, Ge. 
MAR GERY. 
Once more my beating heart's at eaſe, 
Lad thank the ſteady plank, 
TI hich bore me cer the roaring ſeas, | 
To thee, my faithful Frank, 
INere true the needle ſnall not prove, 
Than 1 unto my Satlor's love. Fal, la, Gt. 
F OR En 
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| Fox RECASTL E. 
Inconftancy is all we fear, 
In women, and in wind ; 
But give us gales that do not veer, 
And Laſſes fair and hind; 
Then who can match the gallant Tar, | 
I hoſe Glory's women, wine and war! [| Exeunt, 


SCE MB: 8: (Grd, 


Enter Captain GRENape. 


6 The ſtrange adventures of my ſhip-wreck'd fortunes 

« Puzzle my ſenſes, and confound my mind. 

& T've heard of Witches riddles, old Dames tales, 

<« Hags prophecies, and the dreams of Nurſes ; 

e But what this motley voyage hath produc'd, 

“ Out: ſtrips the ſtories of the Fairy Land, 

4 Beggars romance—and windmill Chivalry. 

« O Fortune! cruel, hoodwink'd and unkind, 

« That finds the vicious, and o'erlooks the good, 

« Why am I made the chequer'd bounding Ball 

Of thy falſe Tennis Court, where thou do'ſt play 

“ With iron hands, and mak'ſt Misfortune jeſt ? 

“ O muſt I ever feel thy adverſe ſtroke, 

< And by ſevereſt blows rebound to Fame !” 

Alas, Cornelia, thine's a cruel lot! 

Where hovers, peerleſs Saint, thy heavenly form? 

Such matchleſs modeſty—ſurpaſſing worth, 

Might have lull'd ſtorms, and ſmooth'd the laſhing ſurge: 

« A voice fo tuneſul might a Dolphin Win 

4 To liſt thy ditty, and approve thy plaint ; 

% For ſure a breath fo dulcet in its ſong 

„ Might plane the ſurface of the ſalt-ſea rude, 
= & Ard 
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8 & And charm ſome finny Pilot of the main, 

i Fo ſteer thy dripping feet to ſome kind ſhore,” 
Shall I, a Wretch, eſcape the gulphing flood, 
n | Nor the meek eye of Charity look down, 

160 To fave a ſiſter angel, good as fair ? 


AIR, Grznape. 

| O, let it be my wretched lot, 

Wi To wander to that fatal ſpot, 

ll 8 Ye all-obdurate powers, 

| Where pale Cornelia now is laid, 

Fhere my big ſorrows may be paid, 
And deck her corſe with flow'rs. 
1 
By PARTHENOPE in the Grove. 


A hat hapleſs mortal now complains, 

In ſuch melodious, plaintive flrains, 
Of Beauty, Love and Life ? 

ho immortality would gain, 

And fix with Goddeſſes his reign, 

Muſi yield the mortal Wife. 


CAPTAIN. 


| Never, O never, from my grief-ſtruck mind, | | 
Shall her dear Image be eras'd and torn : 
Never, O never, on my ear and ſenſe | | 


Shall her perſuaſive melody decline. | 
Enter PARTHENOPE. | 

3 1 

 PARTHENOPE- | | 

Fond mortal, ceaſe thy exclamations vain. 
Can'ſt thou, with all thy ſoothing blandiſhments, _ | 
Call back the Tenant Soul that's flitted from its houſe ? ; 


Then ceaſe, and by attention know and learn, 


That 


A é. 15 
That I, the Goddeſs of this feſtive ſhore, 

Command the ſciſſars and the vital thread; 

The Earth, the Skies, the gariſn Sun and Moon; 

Love, hope, health, life and immortality, 


| CAPTAIN. | 
Then thou muſt love what's likeſt to thy ſelf, — 
She was fo truly pure, that unſunn'd ſnow, 
New winnow'd by the drifting morning gale, 
Was not more ſpotleſs than her chaſtity. 
She was a paragon of peerleſs ſhow, 
The brighteſt mirror of the angel mind. 
Say, doth Cornelia live ? 


PaRTHENOPRE. 
She doth, the tender tenant of my care. 


| CAPTAIN. 
Bleſt Providence—if thou art ſhe 
Ye golden groves of this Heſperian iſle, 
Be vocal with the joy—and Nature gladden 


PARTHENOPE. 


Be not too credulous ! 

The preateſt, wiſeſt, braveſt, goodlieft men 

Have been deceiv'd, neglected, and forgotten; 
The frame, the texture of the female mind, 

« Takes, like the heated wax, each new impreſſion, 
6 And where, too oft, the fool imprints his ſeal.— 
«<< Variety is women's tawdry God. 

« To him they kneel, they dreſs, and make devotion : 
And ſuch the appetite of ſuch variety, 

«© That women, ſhap'd like cherubs of the fkv, 

ie Haye turn'd, diſguſted with a feaſt of ſenſe, 


And 
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« And gorg'd their eagre luſts upon a fool. 

&< Fools are their favorites; their windy, empty 
c Natures, ſuit beſt with Nabels frippery.“ 

But be thou firm of mind, nobly prepar'd 

To ſtand the burſting of a ſtorm more fell 

Than all the wrecks of merchandize and wealth. 
Can'ſt thou, thrice luckleſs mortal ! bear to ſee 
This pictur'd piece of fragile fantaſy, 
Whereon the rankeſt fop may daub his likeneſs— 
Canſt thou! | 


CAPTAIN. 


By heaven I can | 


PARTHENOPE. 


Then follow me, and thou malt ken, what 1 0 
Will not deſcribe. But be thou firm of ſoul, 
When thou ſhalt ſee this velvet wanton 

Hang on the neck of one, thy meaneſt ſcorn; 
And feeding on the nonſenſe of his tongue, 

As if her appetite increas'd by hearing. 


CAPTAIN. 


Ves -tho' my very veins ſhall curdle too, 
And this warm maſs congeal to endleſs ice. 


PARTHENOPE. 


Well, thou rememb'reſt, Youth—the time's not long 
The pert, trim Stripling, whom thy bounty rear'd: 
Thou bis fir{t friend, and he thy felleſt foe, 

«© But mark, through ſublunary life, thou'lt find 
The ſpecious friend, the Cuckoo of the neſt 
Which fucks the princely eggs, and drops his own 


« For other birds to hatch, to rear, and wing. | 
| CAPTAIN, 


IN. 


A MAS Qu F. 
Cap TAIT. 


cc Blaſt him, ye Gods! and in one livid flaſh 
« Of your * ire—blight Infidelity.” 


PARTHENOPE, 
ce This very unſubſtantial Lath of Manhood, 
e To thee inferior as the ſtripling Weed, 


£ Which the Briarean branches of the Oak 


c Protect and fave from Winter's ruffian blaſt, 
* Hath play'd the truant with thy virtuous Wife. 


CAPTAIN. 


Know then, that Virtue, when ethereal pure, 


zathers new ſtrength and luſtre from aſſaults. 
She needs no ſhield ; Angels her livery wear, 


And bend obedient to her courteous ſmile. 


PARTHENOPE. 


Time will evince—— 
Now, honour'd Stranger, ſhalt thou ſee my power, 


And ere I lead thee to the blighted bud, 

Where the fell canker-worm hath made his feaſt, 
The various fantaſies our Iſland breeds 

Shall maze in mimic meaſure for thy ſport. 


AIR. PARTRENOPE. 
Fairies of the vales and mounts, 
Nymphs of Ocean, rivers, founts; 
Creatures of the air and plain, | 
Monſters of the teeming main; 
Here reſort, and gaily ſhaw 
Nimbleft feats on lighte/? toe. 


Various groteſque Figures appear and dance ; then retire. ] 


END or ACT I. 
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1 Fun. 

| j IS is the ſpot - of. Comfits and Courteſans, ply 

ile dance and jollity. May theſe delicate, faſhionable | 

it bones of mine be pick'd by Canibals, if ever I wiſh ta riſk 

[ ö a tooth more againſt the flint of a hard biſcuit! This is the 

j b Elyſium of ey old Dons of yore; ſpring without end, and 

| i | love without allay; the fineſt Garden of Girls I ever ſaw, 

l j and Wenches that take no caſh. So, my good Lords Com- 

i miſſioners of the Admiralty, farewell | and, ye moſt ho- 

| ; - = Bs nourable Gentlemen of the Navy-board, adieu! That 

| | ideal phantom, Preferment—T give it to the carrying 

| 0 Gale: it is an eternal renovation, of hope, with an ever- 

li | laſting diſappointment. Here will I fix my rendezvous, 5 

| and hoiſt the colours of Cupid, where I will only preſs 

1 ſweet Girls. No wonder, that old palab'ring dotard, the 
x : Juſtice of Peace of Ithaca,“ ſtopp'd up the ears of his at- 

N | tentive Sailors with wax, when he paſs'd this delicious 

ly ſhore: the ſage old fox was convinced they wonld leave his 

j h ragged rock, and be ready emigrants to a richer ſoil. He 

1 that ſtops my ears muſt ſtop my vitals, Farewell, ye Dry- | 

* ads of Deptferd ! and ye Nereids of Goſport ! I have | 
| | 10 done making love to eye- brows, and praiſing of knotting. | 
| | ö May I try experiments under water, nor riſe more, if I 

8 quit this Harbour of Delight, without compulſion ! I have a 

i | | been waited on by tour of the moſt 7 velvet Nymphs , 

| that 


N Ulyſles, 
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that ever flutter'd the Pendant of Pleaſure [a noſe] O— 


- What heaves in fight now ?—ſome ſmitten Goddeſs in pur- 


ſuit of my perſon. I am the true north—the pretty tremblers 
point to—ah ! here ſhe comes before the wind, 


Enter Dok is, 4 buſzin'd Nymph in Grecian habit. | 


Doris. Well, amiable, merry morta]—art thou yet 
eloy'd with nectar, the roſy lips of Goddeſſes ? or art thou 
inclin'd once more to riſk mortality to agues, gouts, the 
tooth-ache, and the heart-ache ? 

Phil. No, moſt courteous creature—T am content with 
Deification. I will never give up this clear {ky, for the 


hanging- days before Chriſtmas ; nor riſk the loſs of a leg, 


or an eye, for the reward of Greenwich, With thee, my 
pretty Paſſion-flower, I'll clip, and twine—drink Ambro- 
ſia in Scotch pints, and roll on beds of roſes—to eternity. 

Doris, Senſible fellow! But will not ſome dainty 
damſel ſigh away hours on the pebbled beach—and com- 
miſſion every breeze with vows to thee? | 

Phil. Yes, the wenches may; poor girls! I pity chats 2 
but, Doris, it is not my fault that I am charming 


IT have not comfort for them all- Beſides, their manners are 


heavy and dull—I was never deſign'd for the company, or 
converſe, of mere mortals :—l hate their pess, their whim- 
perings, and paſſions. Break me by Court-martial for a 
Coward—if ever | reliſh'd the earthly ladies hate their 
phlegm, their pouts, and Plebeian jealouſies. 

Doris. But do you know that We have jealouſi es, and. 


the Ladies of the ſkies make their Lords ears ring with their 


injuries ? Nm | 
Phil. Egad, I pity ſome of my London friends for 
they had no other hope in crofling the Styx, but to get rid 
of this peſtilence. But, dear die-away Doris, I am in- 
vulnerable—all the flirts of your Coterie cannot make me 
A grave 
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grave—or fetch a ſigh or fold my arms. Come, my 
nimble Nymph of Negligence, and let us wander to ſome 

myrtle grove, and by the margin of ſome murmuring rill 
make mortal love, in the language of immortals. I feel 


myſelf pleaſant full vf alacrity very jocund—and fit to 


entertain a Goddeſs. Pray, little Doris, do the ſky-ladies 


cCondeſcend to admire a good leg? ¶bewing his own, ] 


Doris. O yes, dear Captain, and a bright eye—a ftrait 
ſhape—a round face—a ſet of white teeth—a ſmall foot— 
and a lily hand ¶ he notices the parts as ſbe ſpeaks.] 

Phil. Then I'm at home—for I have the requiſites to be 
Maſter of the Ceremonies to the whole Pantheon. Now, 


prithee, Jittle Doris, which of my good qualities firſt reach'd 


thy tender heart? Come, come, pretty heathen, be can- 
did—nor bluſh to own the courteous captivation ; for thou 
haſt an eye—which darts through the ſoul of man like a 


ſun- beam through a window, 


Doris. Mayl anſwer this heroic queſtion by another ? 

Phil. No, no, no—no mental reſervation—plain wn: 
beſt becomes your ethereal Ladyſhip. 

Doris. Why, then, if I mult ſpeak—with thy Juyalle 


activity. 


Phil. This is a damn'd ſenſible angel. 22 
Doris. Now, where did the bolt I ſhot firſt hit thee ? 
Phil. O "tis undefineable—a univerſal incantation ! the 


philter gallop'd through my veins—like a monk's poiſon 


through a rich Jew, Torture me to death with bad rhime, 
it I thought you very great folks above ſtairs were halt lo 


| falbionble. 1aiways— 8 


Doris. [appears ſuddeniy difordered] I am all pertur- 
bation and confuſion my ſenſes are agitated and ſwim 


in rapid circles round my brain. 


Phil, 


le 


Your beldam Tadpole—true and bold. 
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Phil. Immortal Madam] this ſavours monſtrouſly of one 
of our City fainting fits—'tis a perfect vertigo of love. I was 
ever a very devil about the ſenſes of the ſex. 

Doris. A power ſuperior approaches, 

Phil. Let her come—Phil's her man—I have always 
been ufed to the firſt company. 

Doris, I muſt withdraw—lead me to Arethuſa- 8 foun- 


f tain, 


Phil, Dear Doris, from the top of Oils to Hamp- 


ſtead H ill, I am bella amoroſa Deltoboſa—thy ſlave and 


Chitteſbey. | [ Exit, leading Doris. 


8 CENE, a Wind of Orth. 


Enter PARTHENOPE, and ZEPHYR. PAKTHENOPE /jngs ; 
and to the Syren's call, Witches, Wizards, and Fairies come 
forward, 


6 


AIR. 


Y, 2 Elves and Fairies, green and blue, 
That ſip the ſpangled morning dew, „ 
That in the blue-belPs cup repoſe, 
And drink the eſſence of the reſe, 
Attend my call ! 


Ye Wizards, Witches, old and bare, 
That ride upon the friſting air, 
Put on your kirtles, wind your ſpells, 
Come from the bogs, heaths, waods, and della; 
Come all, come all. 


[Enter Wizards; Witches, and Fairies to the Song. —4 


leading Witch and Fairy ſtand fern 


| TADPOLE. 
Here, righteous Miſtreſs, here behold 


Fairy 
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03s e een Fan. F 

dvar peering Fairy ſee, 

Flos, your favorite gay and free, 

"OG 1 and an, thee. 


Pakrnznorz, ; 
Your kindneſs Lil reward with.due attention, | 
OO [To the Mitch. ] 
Now from thy froſt-chop'd fingers let me take 
That potent herb, nouriſh'd in ice and fire 
On Heela's top, which thou didſt ſteal of yore 
F or uſes ſerious, noxious, and walign. 


Tabrorx. | 
Here, e here receive thy Witch's won 


| PARTHENOPE.. 
PF irſt, frolic "T8 of the moon-ſhine race, 
Who rides the humble-bee from flower to flower, 


And guides him with the threads of goſſamer, 


Pleas'd with his bumbling tune, and drone ſonorous ; 

Nou bring thy dainty med'cinal gum, 

Which the fierce turban'd Turk _— with proud ; 
Janiſſaries, 

For uſes ſecret, powerful, and benign. 


Fairy. 
Here, lovely Goddeſs, pride of F airy-land, 
Here, take the aromatic Gilead balm, 
Which, over mountains, ſeas, and foreſts drear, = 
Your Fairy flave convey'd on three ſweeet honey- bees. 


Pa RTHENOPE, 


*Tis well—Arch Pippin— 
And now retire in antic as 


Nor ſpare your revels—or your tiny jokes, 


But friſt in tipſy joy, and jocund mirth. [ Exeunt . 
Hence, 
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Hence, Zephyr, hence to Flora's fragrant bow'r, 
Where ſleeping you will find a peerleſs pair; 

And with thoſe dainty viands I've prepar d | 
Mix up thoſe charms of certain, potent quality,  _ | 
A ſtirring philter of that powerful ſort, | 

As to create, ſo rarely known to , a mutual love ; 
Of ſuch a doating, and adoring kind, | 

'That ev'ry other object will be loath'd. 

T his, my laſt taſk, pray carefully perform, 

And then thy range ſhall be the boundleſs atmoſphere. 


Zrurx. | 
The very lighteſt feather of my winge, | 
Shall ſpread, obedient to thy courteous will, Exit. 


PAR TRHENO PE. 
Now ſhall this haughty, gallant. Chief be mine—he 
comes. 
Enter GRENADE. 
| PaRTHENOPE. 
Art thou convinc'd by what I've ſhown and faid ? 
That ſhe is falſe, all Faith and Truth cry loud; 
And Echo, to the common, kiſſing air, 
Hath babbled forth the tale incontinent. 
| Renounce the Trifle—and with thy lighteſt ck 
Puff off afar the tawdry, moulted feather, 
And reign the ſov'reign of this placid clime, — 


CAPTAIN. 
Oh Goddeſs ! know, the natives of my iſle 
Boaſt of one virtue undefil'd and pure, 
A virtue ſacred to the Gods themſelves : 
_ *Tis Honour, manly Honour— 
Shall I, who boaſt one glimpſe of that bright beam, 
Give up the object of my ſoul's delight, 


And 


YA THE B 1 
And in the boſom faithful to her Virtues 
Let in that jaundic'd monſter Jealouſy ; NY 
Who, with his dim and yellow eyes, aſkance 
Does t An. and all truth deforms ? — 


Pan rnanonn l 
What would'f thou more—raſh unbeliever ! 


G 
Tis not the trivial ſcene which thou haſt ſhown, | 
Will warp my love, or ſtrain my good 3 35 
If ſhe is falſe (as I believe her not) 
Let the harſh ſentence iſſue from her lips; ; 
And if ſuch language can defile and ſtain 
A mouth ſo very ſweet, a tongue ſo pure; 
Let Nature bluſh to ſee her work ſo falſe, 
And all Creation ſhudder at her fall. 


N | PaRTHENOPE. 
Then be it ſo— but while thou art inviſible to them, 
Let keen Attention liſten to the ſound, | 
And drink the poiſon from the * 5 tongue. 


8 CEN E changes to a Bower in an Orange Grove, wherein 
 CarLos and CoRNELIA gre ſeated); ZEPAYR Aandingę 
by them. | 


canning, 


—— 
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;  PARTHENOPE, 
Thanks, gentle Zephyr! 
i Well haft thou now perform' d thy magic taſk, [Exit Zeph. 
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| CokxELIA. 
4 
ig | | And wilt thou, gentle Carlos, ever love Cornelia? 


| | CanLos. | 
Dear as the life-drops of my beating heart. 


Cox 
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| Conneiia. 
| Then this is Heav'n, and thou *rt the God of it. 
_ [Starting from her ſeat, and advancing to the front of the Stage.] 
_ _CarLos. 
And fair Cornelia i is the reigning Goddeſs. 


CoRNELIA. 
Tranſporting thought! Elyſium all is mine. 
| PO. CaARLos. 
Moſt truly thine, for thou creat'ſt it here, 
| GRENADE. 
Alas! how loſt and fallen — I'm ſcorch'd with rage HH 
injury. | | [ Aſede. 

CoRNELIA. | 


Beneath this ſunny clime of claſſic ſweets, 
Wherein the pulſe of Love beats high with joy, 
Where laviſh Nature flings her gifts around, 
Here let us fix our amorous empire ; 

And Frome the glory of this iſle of Love. 


| CARLos. 
It ſhall be ſo; and thou my Guardian Queen, 
Here Cupid's ſilken ſtandard ſhall unfurl, 
Pencil'd with lovers knots, and fleuriſh'd bows, 
W herein the milky turtle-doves ſhall bill, 
And one gold dart transfix two conſtant hearts. 
AIR. CaRLos. 
Pleaſures court us to this ifland, 
Faithleſs ſeas may tempt in vain, 
Bows and knots of love ſhall bind me, 
| Fair Cornelia s faithful ſwan. | 
CoRNnELA. 
0 tranſporting, ſweet idea ! 
Courtecus Cupid, God of Love, 
Realize imagination, 
And thy Vat'ries pray'rs approve, [ Exeunt, 
E „„ 
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PARTHENOPE., 


Well, mortal! is all my information falſe ? 


GxkNADE. 
<< O fortify thy cryſtal empire, Reaſon, 
© Leſt Madneſs, like a whirlwind, enter there, 
% And burſt the brittle globe of human ſenſe. |, 


| PARTHENOPE. 
No more, no more, but from thy ductile mind 
Her faded picture throw, 

GRENADE, 

Ye Gods ! ſhe was the fabric of your hands, 
T he faireſt Temple of the Virtues worſhip. 
Whilom we were the praiſe of hill and dale; 
So fond a pair ne'er clipp'd in Hymen's bands; 
The young, the old, were laviſh on the theme, 
And ever painted us the happy twain, 
Ye Nightingales, who've liſted to our loves, 
And with reſponſes ſweet replied again, 
O fly your ſylvan haunts, for fear the tale 
May bring to mind your Philomela' s woe, 
And quite untune your melody of ſong. 
For years I qurs'd her in this faithful breaſt, 
And lov'd her to ſuch fond diſtraction too, 
That I grew jealous of the buſy breeze 


Which breath'd his kiſſes on her vermeil cheok. 


AIR. GRENADE. 


She was fair as the Queen of the Skies, 
And chaſte as Diana beliew'd - 
1 thought myſelf bleſs'd with the prize 
Ab. duell a day 1 Was deceiv d. 
She 
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She was pure as the Goddeſs of Health, 


92 She was Nature's ſurpaſſing defign 3 


I cal d her my treaſure of wealth, 
Ye Gods, when her heart was not mine ! 


PARTHENOPE. 
Let not misfortune canker up thy mind, 


Nor make invention curious for ill thought; 
But wing with me to mirth and wanton ſmiles. 


GRENADE. 
There are no ſmiles for me. 
< Night, ebon Goddeſs, chaſe the glaring Sun, 


8 And throw thy ſooty ſcarf o'er all the world, 
c That darkneſs may envelop the foul deed, 


© Nor Nature ſhudder for her darling child. 
Oh, let me tear his ſturdy ingrate limbs, 
And give them to the vultures of the air! 


But for the fair Cornelia—bleſs her + [Exeunt, 


Enter GLE, drunk. 

Gale. This is the little tu quogue of Delights Why 
have I been beating the Sea to peas porridge for thirty 
years, when I might have hung up my hammock here, with 
a Madam, as gay as a Privateer? This weathers all your 
Tenians and Belobolai* to the Devil. —I have a Seraglio 


here, as white as the inſide of an Oyſter ſhell—I'Il never 
debaſe my Dignity with any Charcoal Gentle woman again. 


Now, if J can marry the Queen of this Land, the Gales 
will be the firſt Family in the world; and the two and 


thirty Winds ſhall be commiſſion'd to bear abroad my Name 
and Fame. Here will I hoift the ſtandard of Liberty; for 


all 


* Two Iflands in the South Sea, one diſcovered by Land Anſon, and 
vc other by Bougainville, 
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all creatures ſhall feel the bleſſing of F reedom in my Do- 


minions. 


Euter TRAVERSE, FoRECASTLE, , Ss Su2vEL. | 
 Farc. You, George Gale, come my Kiddy, fill and 
and on—there is the old ſhip, boy, rigg'd again a tanto 
topmaſts up, colours ins; and tilting on the wave, light 


as a cork buoy. 
Gale. Let her tilt, let her ride; —little Gale is not ſo 


ſoon taken in Did not I ſee her bilge? Did I not ſee her 


part ſtem and ſtern ? 
Snivel. True, thou intoxicated lr | but ſhe is 


reſtored to perfection. 

Gale. Canſt thou ſplice a broken bilcuic? 

Snivel, Purity and Truth will do every thing. 

Gale. No, they won't, they will never move me from 
this Iſle— If they do, may Spitzbergen be my Winter 
quarters, whale my diet, train oil my liquor, and tar and 
feathers my jacket, I'll never heave my anchor 2 cock 
bill again. Dam'me, little George wont ſwing like a 
monkey in a hammock any longer, Frank, boy, thou 
may'ſt take my cheſt and bedding, and my pewter buckles— 
Red Moll at Plymouth, grappled my filver ones.—T om, 


thou may'ſt have my tobacco-box—and Snivel, he may have 


as much of my pfalm-book, as the mice and the cock 
roaches have left, —As for my Will and Power, that's of 


no daſh ; the nimble-finger'd Clerks of the Pay-Office will 


take care of my wages, with a long R— [marſs it on the 


Stage with his flick.] 
Enter G&ENADE in the DRUID SPIRIT» 
GRENADE. 


Moſt e Spirit, i is not this all deluſion ? 


DxviD. 
No, gallant Chief, it is the ſolemn truth. 


The Syren Sorcereſs of this Fairy ſhore | , 
| | ID Is 


Is to the Mariner more fell than Waves, 
Or billows, rocks, or winds, or quick-ſands dire. 


Know then, ſhe practis'd on thy lovely Wife 


Her philter d arts but Pve diſſolv'd her ſpells, 


And here behold the ge tx dere Saint. 


Enter n haſtily, and CaRLos. 


CoRNELIA. i 


= o, my lov'd Friend, long loſt, and torn away, 
Come to my faithful arms, and rivet here ! 


GRENADE. | 
My Love my Life! my dear reftor'd Cornelia! 
Thrice happy they, who hail the golden morn, 
After a night of agonizing dreams. 


CoRNELIA. 


Sage, honour'd Father, all my Pray'rs ſhall rife 
In cordial truth and gratitude to thee, [te the Davin, 


DRVv1D. 


Virtues and charms like thine, excelling Dame, 
Will meet the hand of Heav'n, in adverſe hour; 


But ſtill my taſk's not done. 
Now will I hence upon the turgid Main, 


Smooth all its waves, and invocate the Gods 


To proſper every future voyage of your Life, 


And wing your. veſlel to its deſtin'd port. [Fxit. | 


ATR. Conrnxiia. 
Thrice hapleſs Fate, when torn away 
From him we love, for whom we ſue 3 
To cares, to ſighs, to tears, a prey, 


And yet to Love, ie Virtue true 
| But 
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But when repos'd on Friendſhip's breaft, 
The beating heart is lull d to reſt. 


Thus when the Bird forſabes her net, YL 
Her Mate, he guards the brittle flore 
What griefs the while invade his breaſt, 

For fear ſhe may return no more J : 
But when reſtor d, he ſpreads his wings, 
And e on the tree- top ſi ings. 


GRENADE. 
Moſt gen'rous Youth, and oh | my faithful Friend, 
Here ſha!} our little griefs loſe all their pains ; 
Theſe drops of ſours, mix'd in a ſea of ſweets, 
Cannot imbitter more our future days. | 
Gale (advancing.) 

My Noble Captain, I wiſh as how fyour Honour would 
be about to give me my diſcharge, for if I quit this harbour 
of Noſegays, I ſhall turn life a-lee for ever—Man and boy, 
] have been to Sea thirty years, my noble Commander; 
and 'tis the only time Jever found a kind landlady, that 
gave Grog at the maſt, without any reckoning to pay. 

Cornel. Honeſt Gale, be content with thy Captain” s 
fortune, which T will engage ſhall be a certain means to 


2 thine. 


GRENADE, 
Cone, my good Friends, and Brother Sailors all, 
Our white- cliff d Iſle, that's girdled by the main, 
Surpaſles far the frippery of this ſhore, 


For manly Honour, female Virtue ſam” d, 


With which the world rings loud from Weſt to Eaſt. 
Enter PENDANT, and Sailors. 
Forec. Clear the gang-way Make a lane for the Lieu- 


tenant, I ſay. | 


A EA $ QUE. I 
Pend, Captain Grenade, and my moſt courteous Lady 
Cornelia, welcome as planks to ſinking mariners. I with 
the old Gentleman, with his legerdemain tricks, had 
taken lodgings in a whale's belly, *till he had been thrown 
up at Whitehall ſtairs, for the mob to gaze at, before he 
had interrupted me in the moſt rapturous reverie of my 
life. 
Forc. Why, molly Phil, did you intend to bilk Madam 
Arabella, at Portſmouth, with a fore-top-ſail! ? 
Pend, No, I admire her monſtrouſly—but it is my 
marine maxim to always leave my love in the port where I 
leave my lady,—Therefore, my barge of beauty, my deareſt 
{ Doris, and theſe ſalubrious climes, adieu. My pleaſures, 
though ever ſo pleafing, ſhall eyer yield to Virtue, and the 
ſervice of my Country. Carlos, you were on the turn- 


14 pike road to Paradiſe, had not the barbed * put a 
! Pantomine cheat upon you. 


4 Car, I never wiſh, Phil, to purchaſe Happineſs at Bas 
= EXPENCE of female Honour, 
= 
* AIR, 
n's _ CoRNELIA. 
to | Lift, ye jovial Tars, to Reaſon, 
. 1 Lit to Honour, lift to Arms; 
Ye have Souls unknown to Treaſon, 
 Ye're but wreck'd by Syren's charms, 
CARLOS. 
Beautern Maidens 7 reward Jes 
Fire your Souls to noble feats; 
| Honours ſhield will ever guard ye, 
ie u- | And from Racks protect your Fleets, 


TRA- 


ends 
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CHOR Us. 
Freed from Spells -and Ancantations, 
Storms, nor Foes, my Sailors fear 5 5 
They but watt your app? obations, Bog | 
You're the frars by whith we ſteers. 
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